Riding in the dark
virtually a prisoner, and, considering this mere unnecessary
politeness, waved light-heartedly and rode on, the mountains
now blue in dusk in front of us under a sunset sky. Nightfall
would see us home, said Shah Riza as he ambled leisurely.
Sa'id Ja'far was uneasy, and begged us to hurry before the
dark.
" This is desert," said he; " it is not safe like the city/*
But Shah Riza never hurried except for a meal, and I was
enjoying the cool peace of the evening air; and presently
another delay came to meet us in the shape of an old man
with a donkey, who looked at my Philosopher intendy,
and then exclaimed by the Hand of God, that this must be
Shah Riza. And having recognized each other after years
of separation the two old men embraced and kissed many times,
with a charming tenderness, and ambled on together more
slowly than ever, talking of the past.
By the time we reached the shrine of Jaber, its thirteen
pagoda tiers were invisible altogether in the night. We
climbed along a cliff-edge, trusting to our ponies' sagacity
not to walk over, for nothing could be seen. The donkey,
with flapping ears just visible in the shadows, wandered here
and there among our feet delaying us, while its master and the
Philosopher still talked, and Sa'id Ja'far, anxious in the loneli-
ness, rode on silently ahead. The uninhabited valley seemed
endless. As we entered its narrowest part, a jingle and
clatter behind announced the policemen and the kadkhuda.
The lieutenant rode up bustling and annoyed.
" Why did you insist on coming on?" he asked. " Did
you not know the night was falling?"
" I like riding in the dark," said I truthfully. " The air
is cool and pleasant."
The kadkhuda too came up with reproaches. To be out at
night was, it appeared, a monstrous impropriety. As fast as

